146          REPERUSALS  AND  RE-COLLECTIONS

The conversation of men is a mixture of regrets and
apprehensions.

A system-grinder hates the truth.

When we quarrel, how we wish we had been
blameless!

A man's growth is seen in the successive choirs of
his friends.

In skating over thin ice, our safety is in our speed.

Dear heart, take it sadly home to thee, that there
will and can be no co-operation.

Ah !  if the rich were rich as the poor fancy riches !

A coarse nature still betrays itself in his contemptible
squeals of joy.

Most of the persons whom I see in my own house I
see across a gulf.

For all his decorum, benevolence and apparent mildness,
Emerson, like other aphorists, was caustic and keen-
sighted, and often drew upon that accumulated store of
disillusion which this way of writing seems best fitted to
express. Thus he says :

A person seldom falls sick, but the bystanders are
animated with a faint hope that he will die.

We love force and we care very little how it is
exhibited.

The dull pray ;   the geniuses are light mockers.

Every hero becomes a bore at last.

We do not quite forgive a giver. The hand that
feeds us is in some danger of being bitten.

A sympathetic person is placed in the dilemma of a
swimmer among drowning men ; if he gives so much of
a leg or a finger, they will drown him.

Take egotism out, and you would castrate the
benefactors.

A saint is a sceptic once in twenty-four hours.

Between cultivated minds the first interview is the
best.